


When I was a baby, my mother gave me bottled “baby formula” exclusively. I have read that baby formula is detrimental to a child´s brain development. Who knows what´s in it. Surely myriad chemicals that make you sick.

At age 5, my mother took me to the dentist to have my baby teeth filled with mercury. There are about 5 mercury fillings in my adult teeth. I have been loath to have them removed, for fear of more and greater damage.

Later on in my 5th year, I had my tonsils out. I was given Ether, which is very deadly and afterwards had gran mal seizures. My mother was told I had epilepsy, but that it did not relate to the surgery. I was put on dilantin and the seizures ceased. However, to this day there is scar tissue on the right frontal lobe of my brain and I have often wondered if the surgeon did more than just a tonsillectomy.  (A lobotomy, perhaps?)

Another side effect of the surgery was a staph infection on my aortic valve, which caused shortness of breath and worsened with time.

Around age 8, I began experiencing nausea and pain in my leg, foot and my butt. I had to quit dancing because I was losing feeling in my right foot. This trauma continued until I was 15 years old. 

By age 12, I realized that my back looked crooked. I had read the novel “Deenie”, by Jude Blume, which is about a girl with scoliosis and I realized that was my problem as well.

At 15, I had to have spinal fusion surgery. I had two curves, both around 50%. To my great fortune, the “Harrington” rod that was installed, came loose and was removed about half a year later. So I was spared untold agony due to possible allergies.

During the operation, my doctors (Paul E Palmer and Larry Sanders) found a crater in my sacrum and a lump next to it. They cut it off, a biopsy was ordered and Ewings Sarcoma (cancer of the bone) was diagnosed.

Several weeks later I was sent to a different hospital in Phoenix, where a battery of tests was done to ascertain the advancement of the cancer. I was very lucky that it had not progressed at all, but was contained within the sacrum area. I consider that a miracle, as I had probably had the cancer since my 8th year.

The protocol for Ewings in 1979 was 6 weeks of radiation and 2 years of chemotherapy. Upon completion of the radiation regimen, the tumor had already shrunk considerably.

1 ½ years into chemo, the oncologist found a shadow on my left lung, near my heart. It appeared to be a metastasis. After some consideration, my mother and I decided the lump, whatever it was, should be removed. 

On January 5, 1981 I had a thoracotomy. It turned out that “mold” was growing in my lung, feeding on the poisonous chemo drugs. Then and there it was decided the chemo would be discontinued, as the tumor had already receded 100% some months ago. That was one month to the day before my 17th birthday.

On June 1, 1994, when I was 30 years old, the aortic valve finally had to be replaced. I was already a “grade III”, which is the most severe, but had put off having surgery out of fear and did not relish the thought of my sternum being sawed open.  

Indeed, it was a dreadful experience that I hope never to have to repeat. However, I am glad it was performed because my quality of life did improve tremendously.

Conclusion:
I consider myself very lucky and blessed to have lived through said ordeals and give God the Glory and not doctors. I am especially thankful that the spinal fusion healed properly without the “Harrington”. I do have discomfort now and then but am not suffering day and night anymore, as so many do. 

I do believe that toxic environments cause all manner of illness and disease, including mercury but also aluminum and lead and so many others. 






 


